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cause of this miserable catastrophe was. that
voice of a mere bystander, and of this he must
be as sensible as I am. I know not who he
may be, nor do I envy him his secret
It was now getting towards the latter end of
July, and I had been an Etonian nearly three
months. During this time I had experienced
a fair average of fighting, bullying, fagging, and
flogging, and had also acquired some useful
accomplishments. 1 could paddle my skiff up
to Surly Hall and back, swim across the river
at Upper Hope, and had even begun to get in
debt, having some weeks ago " gone tick" with
Joe Hyde for a couple of bottles of ginger-beer,
with the proviso of returning them when empty,
but which, it must be confessed, were still lying
at the bottom of Deadman's Hole, for the farther
improvement of my diving.
Having just been disappointed in my en-
deavours to procure a boat at Hester's, I was
returning towards my dames about the middle
of after-six, totally at a loss for amusement.
Every other boy was now eagerly employed on
the river, or at cricket, and the whole college
was silent and deserted. As I strolled listlessly
along, I observed a funeral slowly issuing from
the church-door on its way to the burial-ground.
Singular to say, this was the first instance of
death's doing on a fellow-being I had yet wit-
nessed. On its approach, I seated myself on